THE IRON PUDDLER

them when I don't know what the family
name is. Maybe they've all got new names
now like I have. Maybe I've met my own
brothers and we never knew it. I'd give
everything in the world, if I had it, to look
into a man's face and know that he was my
brother. It must be a wonderful feeling."

These things are the tragedies of the poor.
And although such a misfortune never hap-
pened to me, this problem stared me in the
face when I began carrying those fatal tele-
grams. I tackled the problem with a boyish
mind. I soon resolved it into these proposi-
tions:

When a laborer dies his little children are
scattered to the winds. Brothers and sisters
may never see one another again.

When a man with property dies, his chil-
dren are kept together. Their future is made
safe by the property.

Labor provides for to-day. Property pro*
vides for to-morrow.

That truth was driven into my mind when
I saw one family after another scattered by
the death of a laborer. A merchant in Sharon
died, and his children, after the funeral, kept
right on going to school. There was no doubt-
66hat chance have I got of ever finding
